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Are fiends, not only small but deadly too.

Well mightst thou rive thy quill up to the back,          230

And screw thy lyre's grave chords until they crack.

For though once hell resented music, these

Devils will not, but are in worse disease.

How would thy masc'line spirit, Father Ben,

Sweat to behold basely deposed men                         235

Justled from the prerog'tive of their bed,

Whilst wives are per'wigg'd with their husband's head!

Each snatches the male quill from his faint hand,

And must both nobler write and understand,

He to her fury the soft plume doth bow:                    240

0 pen! ne'er truly justly slit till now!

Now as herself a poem she doth dress,

And curls a line as she would do a tress;

Powders a sonnet as she does her hair,

Then prostitutes them both to public air.                  245

Nor is 't enough that they their faces blind

With a false dye, but they must paint their mind ;

In metre scold, and in scann'd order brawl:

Yet there's one Sappho left may save them all.

But now let me recall my passion.                          250

0 (from a noble father, nobler son!)
You that alone are the Clarissimi,
And the whole gen'rous state of Venice be,
It shall not be recorded Sannazar
Shall boast enthron'd alone this new-made star;         255
You whose correcting sweetness hath forbade
Shame to the good, and glory to the bad,
Whose honour hath ev'n into virtue tam'd
These swarms that now so angerly I nam'd;
Forgive what thus distemper'd I indite,                    260

For it is hard a satire not to write.
Yet as a virgin that heats all her blood
At the first motion of bad understood,
Then at mere thought of fair chastity,
Straight cools again the tempests of her sea:              265

So, when to you I my devotions raise,
All wrath and storms do end in calms and praise.